Single-mindedness 


Author: dragonspell 

Bands: Cinderella 

Characters: Tom Keifer, Eric Brittingham 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed May 19 2004 07:59:44 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Single-mindedness 


Dinner's perfect. It's the only way to really describe it. Perfect. | had to try all day, but | finally mastered it. 
Who would have guessed that such a seemingly simple recipe required so much work? | stir happily, smiling at 


my culinary masterpiece. 


Hands slide around my waist and | instinctively jump before sinking back against a broad chest. Long blond hair- 
I'm so glad he went back-slithers over my shoulder. | slap playfully at his arms, still stirring. "l'm cooking," | 
tell him, satisfied contentment underlying my tone. 


"It smells good," he says, but | can tell he's not really interested. He starts kissing my neck, his hands slipping 
around to untie my apron and drop it on the floor before skimming back to my front. | frown. | spent all day 
on this *dammit* and he was going to appreciate it. 


| shrug him off. "Eric." 


"What?" he mutters, pressing another kiss just above the collar of my shirt. | shove my elbow into his side 
but it doesn't distract him at all. Fuck his single-mindedness. 


| turn in his arms, putting my back to the stove and shoving him away. "Stop." He tries for another kiss, thinks 
I'm kidding. My glare stops him. "I said ‘lm cooking." 


He glares back at me from under the fringe of his blond bangs before smirking slyly. Reaching past me, he 
takes the pan off the burner. "Not anymore." My mouth drops open. The bastard! He was *not® doing this to 
me! Eric's smirk turns into a leer and he takes advantage of my open mouth. | return his kiss before | 
remember l'm pissed at him. | turn my head away and twist in his grip, shoving at him. "What the hell, Tom." 
It's a statement of pure frustration. Well, that's fine. We can both be frustrated. 


"All day, Eric!" | finally have him far enough away that | can look him in the eye. "All *fucking® day and you 


want me to stop because you-you..” 


Eric raises an eyebrow. "Want to fuck you?" | blush despite myself, damn it anyways. Forty year old men don't 
blush. His smirk is back, this time evil. "Want a little ‘Push Push’? Want to you to ‘Shake Me' all night long? See 
you ‘Hot and Bothered?" 


| wince. They hadn't seemed that bad when I'd been writing them..but twenty was definitely different from 


forty. | had learned my lessons over the years. "Fuck you." | shove at him. 


Somehow, and I'd pay damn good money to see his little ninja move in slow-motion, my shove ends with me 
thrown over his shoulder. "Eric!" | blink at the pure shriek that my voice had risen to. And people said | didn't 


have range... 
He pats my ass contentedly. "Hmm?" he asks. "What was that?" 


"Put me down! Put me down now!" | squirm. If | could overbalance him, he'd have no choice but to set me back 


on my feet. Strange how he never seemed this tall when | looked at him normally... 


‘Oh, sorry. That's the wrong answer." He twirls in a quick circle that has my head spinning and sets a course 
that is instantly familiar even at this angle. "I didn't hear anything remotely like ‘Sorry, Eric. You're right, we 
should fuck like rabbits.” 


He leaves the kitchen and | grip the door jamb on the way out, trying to pull myself back in. "No! My dinner's 


not going to be *ruined* because you're a-" 
"Hornball?" he supplies. 


| let go and twist myself to glare at the back of his head. "Dog." And not even a well-bred one either. "A mutt 
with straggly blond hair!" 


"Now you're just trying to hurt my feelings," he says, but there's only amusement in his voice. | realize too 
late that he's distracted me long enough to haul me out of the kitchen and down the hallway. With no other 
options, | resort to pulling his hair. He only laughs at me. Bastard. 


In one smooth motion, he dumps me on the bed, leering down at me. | scramble onto my knees, skittering to 
the upper corner. "You jerk" | flip my hair over my shoulder, licking my lips automatically. "|," | start, throwing 


all the arrogance | can muster into my tone, "don't like you anymore!" 


"You don't?" | know his grin-it was last seen on a wolf on the Discovery Channel. | shake my head in a 
vehement ‘no' keeping my chin high and try to move farther into the corner. The wall gets in my way. He 
crawls towards me and | catch myself licking my lips. He does too and his grin gets bigger. "Liar," he accuses, 


drawing closer, pushing his face only inches from mine. "You love me. Told me so last night." 
"Yeah," | agree readily, "but | don't *like* you!" 
"You'll get over it," he assures me and captures me into a kiss. Maybe, | think, finally giving in and wrapping my 


arms around his shoulders, smiling despite myself. But wait till he sees how long its going to take me to get 


over him ruining my masterpiece. 


